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| knew it wasn't right. | knew how wrong it was, how twisted it was of me to behave that way. My skin was 
crawling, appaled and ashamed. All that anger, piling up and errupting in one fluid motion Like a vulcano blowing 
its top off, pouring ashes and lava onto the surrounding landscape. Killing everything within it's reach. 
Destroying life, devastating hopes. 


Like I'd ever known how to control myself. There was a time when I'd been willing to hold back my rage, but it 
was always right beneath the surface, burning through my veins. So easily stirred, so easily set ablaze. | knew 
it wasn't normal, people weren't usually prone to such fury. | laughed it off, wrote it off as another additional 


trait of being a natural redhead. Ginger carpet matching the drapes, I'd say. 


| don't know when the first time was, | don't quite remember. | was so used to lashing out when | felt unjustly 
treated, to stand up for myself and speak my opinion. Make my voice heard. | could be blunt, or sarcastic. | 


could be mean, or sadistic. | was known as an asshole, but in a good way. If that even makes sense. A badass 


who knew his place. But underneath the exterior facade, everything was a mass of confusion 


| don't remember when the violence started, when | began to use my fists as an anger relief. As a way to 
vent the constantly rising frustration. | had to hit, | had to hurt. It made me feel better, it made the pressure 
inside easier to control. It got me into more trouble than it got me out of, but | didn't mind. The more | 
distanced myself from my surrounings with punches, the more | used them. The violence was like any of the 


other drugs | concerned myself with, addictive and sending me on a downwards spiral. A speed train with a one 


way ticket to hell. 


| don't remember the first time | used violence to get my way, but | remember the first time | hit him. The 
first time | hurt Junior. The first time the Minnesota farm boy with those huge, dark eyes stared at me in 
shock. In despair. In agony. In sorrow. | think | was drunk when it happened, drunk and no doubt stoned. | don't 
know why it's etched into my memory but it's there. The vision of his pale face, his wide doe eyes framed by 
dark lashes, pearly tears brimming up at the corners as a thick trail of blood began to escape his swelling 


nose. 


I'd never in my life apologized for hurting anyone, but | found myself begging for forgivness. I'd never before 
said the words, but now | did my best to show in motions and emotions just how remorseful | was. | wanted to 
heal the wound. | tended to the physical one and felt Junior wince under my touch. | tended to the emotional 
one by holding him close, hands soothing his slight back, fingers running through silky honey blonde strands. 


In the end we got physical in another, more pleasant manner. | knew he was afraid, and reluctant. He had 
resignation written all over his face, the faith he'd been raised in standing in the way. A barrier his religion 
has built. | tore those walls down all at once that night. Gave as much pleasure as | took, past the point of no 


return. 


| remember that too. Sweat soaked skin, rumpled sheets, gasps and moans echoing throughout a silent, dirty 

apartment. | remember his shy, hesitant touches. The raw, needy kisses. He'd never been touched when | first 
had him. At that point he still was an innocent kid, new to the city, new to my ways. New to strangers, new to 
the hierarchy. New to temptation, new to lust, new to desire, new to addiction All of those things, | introduced 


to him and once l'd left my mark on him he was spoiled. he was wrecked. He was ruined. 


And that stirred my rage awoke. | took and took all of him and he gave me all until there was nothing left for 
him to give. Nothing more for me to take. Nothing fresh. Nothing ripe. Nothing untouched. | was ashamed of 
myself, upset and angry and scorned by my own selfish ways. The way | had corrupted perfection. The way | 
had destroyed beauty. 


That's when it began to happen again. | lost my temper, | had accidents, | had slip ups. Well concealed, of 
course, but they happened. I'd launch, I'd bite and kick, punch and jab. Scratch. He didn't fight back initially, and 
even when in the end he did, it was a battle he knew he wouldn't win. | had the height advantage, | had the 
strength advantage. | always came out on top. Sometimes he'd appear with a black eye, sometimes with a 


bitemark, sometimes with a purplish bruise. 


| didn't want to hurt him, | didn't want to hurt one hair on his head. But it was like | wasn't myself, like my 
rage wasn't me. | went back to the only thing | knew to handle, back to drugging and drinking after failed 
attempts upon end to hold up. To stay clean To stay sober. All for naught, all in vain. | saw what | did to him, 
and it made me want to hurt myself. Devastate myself beyond repair. When the punishment finally came, | 
used it as an excuse to dissolve the band. To let Junior go, despite his protests. Despite his bitterness. It hurt 
him, it broke his heart and shattered it. | knew, because | suffered the same condition. 


| needed a foundation, even as he sued me, tossed a final laugh in my face. Mocking me. For not being stronger, 
for not pulling through just for him. | gave the same treatment in return, to let him know | was still alive. To 
let him know | had feelings, too. That | could be burned, too. But | found God eventually that saved me, that let 
me be a better man Why not? The faith quelled my rage, helped me tye my anger down and look at myself 
from another angle. But secretly, | still wished that | could have won over my demons and the inner turmoil 
with his help only. That his love only would have been enough to save me, and not the concept of an all-seeing 


man in the sky, sitting on a cloud and observing us until the judgment day. 


| had so much resentment buried within, and it took me far too long to let it go and face him. It took me far 
too long to give him the final apology that he deserved, the one | hadn't offered him. The one | hadn't left him 
with when we parted. | could tell that had been a stab in the back, it had been like cutting the cord to a vital 
life support system. My entire body was shaking, shivering, trembling in anticipation. Anxiety. Fear. Would he 
accept? Would he allow me back into his life? Did | deserve that? 


When | saw his eyes again, for the first time, there were butterflies in my belly. | couldn't recall last time I'd 
experienced that reaction, but | knew it had been in his presense. Always only his presense. His face was stern, 
aged and lined with fine wrinkles. His eyes were narrow and cold, but | could see the vulnerability burning deep 
inside them. Beyond the chilly facade, hid the pain. | greeted him with a shake of the hand, a casual formality 


of curtsy, although | wished to hug him and kiss him and never let him slip away again. 


| did my best to be honest, | desired to patch things up so bad. | wanted Junior - no, wait, he wasn't Junior 
anymore, he was simply David - to see that | was a changed man. A reinvented man. A saved man. l'm not 
sure he understood to what extent all at once, l'm not sure he understood it afterwards either. But | could see 
it all fall into place, like puzzle pieces in those chocolate eyes. | could see that he understood that there were 
only two options; stay or go. To my surprise, and utmost disbelief, he picked the former. | had been entirely 


convinced he'd choose the latter. 


It took some time to get back in gear, get used to one another again. In all senses. Not that we'd ever reinvent 
what we had in our youth, that belongs to the past. To another time, another place. Another realm of 
memories. But as the days pass, and now also years, we've found our way back. We've mended the broken 
hearts, we've sown together the ripped up souls. We might never return to being what we once were, but its 
uncalled for. It's not needed, because at last we're at peace with ourselves as well as each other. We're even, 
and we're equals. No more Dave Mustaine with his sidekick and gunslinger Junior. Now, it was David Ellefson, a 
man of his own right. Of his own name, and his own accomplishments. And | was proud of that, | was proud of 


him. 


But most of all, | know he still loves me. That's why he chose to return, despite how quick he should have been 
to decline the request. He's still in love with me, his heart still yearns for mine, his soul still connects with 


mine. And he'll never again have to fear that those feelings might go unrequited. 


